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tune, havae been gambling with Hubert Baxenter, a prosperous

VI\'IAN RENTON and Eddie Haverton, modern goldlars of fors

attorney, in his London apartments,

After their departurs

fate at night Renton returns to the house, murdars Baxenter and

hidez the body on the roof

While walting for night to coma again

in order to make his escape, ho finds in a desk a curious old yellowed
document telllng of a mysterious chest left in the care of ono of
Baxenter's ancestors by a French nobleman, the Marquis de Dartigny.
of the Chateau Chauville. The chest has been handed down from one
generation of Baxenters to snother and carefully guarded in the hope

1hat eome day its rightfol owner will be found

Renton decldea to

pose as the missing heir and claim the chest. He goes to France to
make some needful inguiries about the Dartigny family.

{Continued from Last Sunday)

CHAPTER 1V.—Writing the Will.

T will be necessary to relive

I for a few moments some of ths

exciting events that happened
at the time of the Revolution,
those strangely troubled days when
the fair land of France was so deep-
ly soaked with the blood of its own
patriotic “citizens.” In this way
the most Important detalls of the
oddly mysterious bequest entrusted
to Adam Baxenter by the white-
halrad old aristocrat, Marquis de

Dartlgny, can be more [fully un-

derstood

S0, while Vivian [s leaning back
on the cushions of his carriage won-
dering who Is to be the next to
enter Into the possession of the
murdered man's Regent Park
house and the offices in the Strand,
let us listen to the song of the
Revolution, shouted at the top of &
tuneless and  wineladen volce,
which sounded raucousiy from be
bind the red-curtained bay window
of the “Star of Navarre,” in the
city of Blols, Floaiing out into the
gtlll courtyard, it polluted the calm
of the Spring evening and caused
a traveller who had but that mo-
ment climbed, stiff-legged
from the saddle, to bite lils vnder
lip in irritation and to lead his
mount into the shadow of a farm
wagon which stood by the gateway
leading to the stables

There was no bostler at hand to
attend to the animal; but Remy
Perancourt had ridden far and the
Jhorse needed no restraining hand
on his bridle, but stood there with
steaming neck oulstretched to nib-
ble at a few poor ears of corn which
ghowed at the tall-board of the cart

Remy advanced cautiously to the
vineframed window. The song had
now ceased and had given place to
osth-Interrupted laughter, Tha
man in the courtyvard, his hody weall
gcreencd agalnast any sudden sur-
prise from the room he was watch
ing, avalled himself of a small
aperture in the bhlind—for it was
the Spring of 1793, a time when
man looked with suspicion on man,
and when It were well to move
warlly and act with an infinite cau-
tion

It was but a small portion of the
apartment of the “Star of Navarre™
that was vislble, but it showed
enough for Remy to draw back
with & muttered curse. Seated at
the head of the black oak tahle was
a man, bearded and very dirtv. On
the board belore hlm, papers and
documents were mixed with the re-
mains of a meal and with empty
wine flaske.

More noteworthy still was the
curious ssesortment of weapons
epread over the person of the sinis-
terlooking  Individual hims=elf,
From the pocket of the great coat
which was hung over the beck of
iz chalr a emall Dlunderbuss
showed 115 etock; in a bell at his
walst two other fircarms were
ready to hand, whilst & poignard
end a stiletto, 1n Lheir nakedness,
¥ept the other weapons company.

Remy did not need to reise his
eves from this arsepal to the evil
face to know that he was looking
&t the Infamous Herat, the devilish
factotum of the Committee of Gen-
eral Safety. tha frlend and confi-
dant of Robespierre, the wretch to
whom nothing was sacred and who
epared nelther friends nor family
g0 that his fatal lists be filled end
Madame Guillotine be not kept
walting.

Often had he seegn the armoured
figure of the “ferret of the Marais
quarter,! and he knew well the
man's cowardice, how In addition to
his superfluily of weapons he never
moved without & bodyguard of
armed ruffians, eager and ready to
do the bidding of their hideous
master.

Remy could not, from hiz peep-
hole in the blind, see how many
the man had with him now, but he
judged from the spound and from

the shadows that flashed at inter-
vals across the wall and the blind,
that they numbered at least half a
dozen, and he fell back to whers
his tired horse, with drooplng neek,
nen:ly slept in the shadow of the
car

down

Remy stroked the mofst mana
and, holding the nostrils to prevent
n possible nelgh, led the poor spent
beast 4across the cobbles and
througb the stone archway to the
strest. He gave a glance behind
him tp sea that all was quiet, then
mounted and, teking the way that
lay southward, left the city by the
Barrier d'Artols

The plains of Touraine stretched
out gray to the horizon In a level
monotony, and the little marshy
lakes reflected the glory of the sel.
ting sun., Behind the horsemsan thas
towers and minarets of the city
showed a delleate tracery agalnst
the evening sky and from soma
helfry a peal of bells sounded-
Once free of the city, Remy had al-
lowed the bridle to glip unheeded
upon the mane and was letting his
horse make his own pace, whilss
the rider gave himsa!f up to specu-
lation on why il was that Herat,
the friend of the Terror and dally
companlon of Fouquler-Tinville,
should be so far from Parls

He knew that the Convantion
was In the habit of sending out
pro-consuls to spy upon the doingsa
of the provincial tribunals, but ha
did not having heard
that Binis had a tribunal He told
must bhe the big-
gest of game that could draw Herat

remember

himself that i

away from the happy huiitineg
ground of the capltal, and he
cursed him roundly for hiz pras

ence at tha “Star of Navarra™
For the last two hours Remy had
been promising himesell the com
fort of wine and supper. a comfort
not easily understood save by those
who have gpent twenty hours In
the =zaddle, and his lhores had
doubtless, in his own way, had very
eimllar thoughte And now, to ba
forced into tha remaining (wo milas
fourney—which he had in
refreshed, in the
pleasan? Be-
the little hamilet of Masse)

of his
tended to resume
Mormng—wis not
sldes i
d
but a poor rest for travellers—and
they would aot be expecting him
at the Chateau de Chauville untll
the morrow. On second thought,
however, Remy told himself that
Heral's prezence in Blois compli-
cated matters, and his errand,
which hitherto had seemed to call
for no undue haste, now took on a
new and more slnister significance

So deep in thought was he that
the distanca seemed covered in
less time than he had imagined pos
sible, and raising his eyes he was
surprized to zea the little clustar
of red roofs nestling among the foli-
age of the chestout trees, and
which, with the church, composed
the village of Massey

which was his destination. bopaste

The house lying back from the
road and showing the sign of the
“Three Lilies" was a poor enough
subsiltute for the “Star of Na-
varre,” but, to the saddlesveary

man, It &t lsast promised rest and
refreshment. As he pulled up b=
fore the low doorway some peas-

ants, who were takiog their thin
wine on a bench outside, looked up
surlily.

Remy Perancourt smiled grimly
as he dismounted. Time was when
these men would have sprung up,
hat in hend, to do him service:
now—well, it was the turn of the
peopla and why should they leave
their wine to hold the bridle of &
stranger who, like enough, was an
ariitocral and an enemy of the
glorlous Hevolullon that was to doa
g0 much for them and theirs?

There was little of the aristocrat
showing in Perancourt, as, travel-
stalned and dirty, he tied hiz horse
to o ring let into the post of the
door and made hiz way inside the
houge. Jacques, the landlord—
whose great difficulty In these
timés was to restrein from ad-
dressing his guests as “monsieur”
and from bowing low before them
—m#t him in the passage

“Er—Citizen Perauncourt, s
noj;_ \'ot} are rroml Parig?”

es, Jacques—
Citlzen .an:tm_ Tot-}de:fy ‘;?ffn'::é
groans under the ‘cltizen’ curse
Ob, 1 don't mind!* as the Innkeep
er, putting his fingers to his lipa,
nodded in the direction of the

frinking peasants, “nothing szem
to matier now. Our heads are sure
to drop, however we act. Since the
Cilizen patriol$ arrested the cltizen
king and as many of his citizen
family as they could lay their elti-
Zen hands on, we citizen soldiers of
August the 10th have been in hid-
ing. TFaugh! ‘Citlzens"—] can
emell them here. Give me some of
your best, landlord, to take away
the taste ™

The traveller paused to drink the
v.une which his poured out,
then he added in a lower tone

“The Marquie de Darticny—is he
at the chateau?

“He was yesterday. You are go-
ing there, citizean?—you have news
of his son” He was one of thoss
who defended the Tuileries, wans he
not?" Then, as Remy nodded over
his glass: “News takes long to
reach here. What think you they
will do with the que—with Citoy-
enne Capet ™

For answer Remy took up a knife
from the table, and, poising it hori-
zonially, 1st it {s]ll edgewlse non the
board He tose with a little laugh

“As for the young selgneur, as
one of the offlcers of the Petll
Peres he is ‘suspect,” It does not
do for any of the defenders of the
Tuileries face in Paris
You and I, landlord—wa who are
such staunch supporters of ths
Ravolution—have nothing to fear”
Remy solemnly winked at Jacques
25 hoe epoke and finished his wine
"] can leave my horse here, I sup-
pose—] will likely sleep at th=
chatean.”

Remy Perancourt stepped out
glong the uneven road, turning off
into & narrower track, which,
threading a little wood, led to the
bridge which spanned the moat of
the Ohateau de Chauville, the coni-
cal roofs of whose towers he had
seen above a clump of poplars (rom
the door of the inn. The mansion

stood mysterious in the pale light
of the newly risen moon, its white
towers, ivy covered and discolored
with age, showing falthfully in the
placid depths of the moat, where
1ily leaves made green patches on
the surface and two swans seemed
to hang motionle=y upon the waler.

The man crossed the bridge and
looked in at the Httle lodge flanked
with its towers, tiny counterparis
pf those of the bullding itself. A
slespy servant took his message
gnd a few moments later Remy was

host

to show

(C) 1920, Internstiona] Feature Service. Ina.

usherad intp the great dining hall
of the castle
Dinner was over
disn of fruit stil] remnlned upon
the polished oak of the long table
A small fire had been lighted on
the massive hearth snd shone upzn

but wine and a

the features of an ¢lderly man who
rose from an arm-chair as
Itor entered

“Ah!

you,

his vis

glad to sen
but Gaspard's letler sald to-
morrow—] am afraid you will not
find us ready.”
as he spole.

Remy, I am

He smiled a little
"You see, In thess
times we do not entertain much'

He turned and pulled a silkan
bell-rops, and, (o the
answered his

servant who
made Ar
rangements for the guest-chamber
to b prepared and for @ meal Lo
be served et once. He motioned
Remy Into a chalr facing him
“Yes, Remy, I'm glad to see yon
—glad, and perhaps a 1t
ened knows what Lo
expect in these days You have
laft Gagpard well?™

"Quite, Monslesur Je Marmguis—
and safe. Oh! he is a man to be
proud of, he—and the work ho is
doing back there in Paris. He is

in the thick of the fight, ruoning
with the hare and with the Liounds,

SUmMmmons

fright-
One neves

and ever helping the hares. Many
a condemned prisofer has fonnd
himsell at Tiberly through Gus-

pard's good offices, and San=on has
been cheated of many heads. He
fights the tribuns! with {ts own
weapons, and some of Its most in-
fluential members have gone Lo the
gulllotine on evidenee glpaned or
manufactured by Citizen Gabriel, as
your son calls himegelf when with
the ‘hounds. Then he is a Triend

(o ot

of Couthon and visits Bezon, who
engraves the forged pussports. You
can understand, eir, how it is 1m-
possible for him to come 10 ¥You
Luckily, his name was published
among those officers of tha Pallt
Peres who fell on the 10th of Auvg-
151—in that lles his safety—=s0 far
as it Is believed.™

The entrance of the servant pra-
vonled further specch, and, even
when the meal was cleared away,
the old mun sat silent,
visitor had been eating the noble-
man had taken from his pocket tha
letter he had received from his son
the day before He had read it
through, and now he sat, the paper

fingers,

Whilst his

hanging lmply from bhis
gazing into the flames
Remy leant back in his chair and
witched the firelight play shadow
tricks upon the shapely features of
his host. The heavy wooden shut-
tera had barred acrosge the
windows, and a candelabra of three
branches shed an oasis of light over
the fruit and decanters The Te-
mota corners of the splendid room
deep shadow, in
loomed the ludistinet shapes of fur-
niture and the dull gleam of mir
rors, Porirails of dead and gona
owners of the chateau looked down
from the panelled walls as though
wendering what had bhecome of the
gay revellers of their own time,
nod why it was thal the hall of the
Dartignye was so desolate,. Tna
firoMeght flickered upon the tare
nished frames, aud here and there
was the cold sheen of armor
The Marguis looked up suddenly,
“Yon must forgive me, Monsiegr
Perancourt. 1 was thinking” he
tapped the letler with a whilts and

heen

wers in which

Great Dritain Righis Beserved.
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tapering forefinger, “and T was
wondering, too, at this Did Gas
pard tell you what he wants me ta
do?”

Remy Perancour! noddead

"I uwnderstood 1hat | am to see
that vyou agnd your granddaughter
reach Fecamp in satety We of
Gaspard’s band obey his
plicitly. 1 havae arranged—

The old aristocrat held up a pra
testing hand.

“Over fast, my young sir, you go
over fast. [ am under no ogln of
obedience to my own son. Undes
stand me, I will not leave the
Chateau de Chauville."

“But, Monsieur le Marquis, you
do not appreciate the——"

"1 appreclate enough Lo
that T will not be driven from m§
poms by a pack of wolves. Ba
gldes, my people round here lova
rie; 1 have no fear of them. They
will not forget the corn 1 have dis
tributed among them in thelr lean
vonrs, the rents | have refused to
pocept from them. [ in danger
from my peasants? It is absurd!™

Perancourt sat looking Inte tha
fire for o few moments, then hs
rose and fsced the Marquils de
Dartigny, into whose pale cheeks
a tlnge of color had come.

“It iz hateful Lo me,” Remy said
at last, “to dispel {llusions, but my
duty iz clsar. You, who have lived
vour life in these peacelul solitudes
cin have only a very slight idea of
what is taking place back there in
Parls. 1t is pot your peasanls you
have to fear. When I tell you that
gt this moment one of the blood:
fest of the Terrorists is sitling
drinking at the ‘Star of Navarre' iu
Bleis, perhaps vou will allow that

orders Im
e

know

Gaspard and mysell are acting
rightly.™
Remy paused. Perbaps he ex

pected an answer; but the Marquis
satl sllent, his eyes fixed on th2
spenker’s face

“Perhaps, Monsieur la Marquls,
tha name of Herat conveys nothlng
to you: to us who know him 1t
spells 111 that is hellish in human,
or, rather, inhuman, nature, ‘This
man is the friend of Fouguier-Tin.
ville; it is he who prepares tha
fatal lists for the daily sittings In
the Maison de Justice. Your son

)
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'*The next moment Remy, his hand
pressed tightly over the victim's
mouth, was binding the arms
of the servant of the
Republic,”
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knows the mnames which ape
pear g .

“You mean that my nams—
“l mean that vour enemieg aras
end that they are at your
imagine that
vour gifts of corn have heen ac-
captable to all? What of the mo-
nopolists In the city of Blois, thosa
devils who hape to make fortunes
out of the famine and =ufferings ot
the people”’ Helieve me, the ¢crops
will be watered with blood befora

aclive,

L
very door. Do you

the people aat their fill. This {3
the time when the soung must
teach the old, <when youth

must’'——

The door of the dining-hall flew
ppen, there was a patter of tiny
barae fest, and a small person of
soma four Summers precipitated
herself, between tears and laugh-
ter, into the arms of the old noble-
man From her grandparental
sanctuary she glanced defRantly at
her nurse, a sober-faced daughter
of Alblon, who stood, hesitating, at
the door.

“She is mnaughty, Monsleur la
Marquis; she will not sleep. It is
Plerre at the lodge—he tells her
stories of Paris and o

Two roseleal hands crept up and
caressed the thin cheeks of the old
man, and blue eyes full of a sleepy
tervor looked through the masses
of golden curls into his. And the
Marquis de Dartigny folded the lit-
tle night-clad figure in his arms and
signed to the nurse. 1

'‘Leave the little mald with me,
Susan; s&he Is frightensd at what
the wicked Plerre tells her"” Hea
patted the ltue rounded shoulder.
“He 15 a wicked one, that Pierre,
Sylvia, and to-morrow ! will give
him to the giant who takes away
the mnaughty people who tell
storfag—"

With such childish comfortings
ba soothed the motberless child
until the small figure relaxed and
the little blue-veined feet drooped
like faded Hlies, still and slender in
the firelight,

The Marquis bent hiz head and
pressed his lips to the shining
curls und looked up over them at

the man in the chalr opposite him.
“] have changed my mind, Remy.

(Continued on Nesd Page)
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